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ABNORMAL PRESENTATION. 


GUARANTEED FRESH! 


ONU$S is sold by volume, not by weight. contents may have settled 
during shipping.ONU$ is published spasmodically by the EGO 
FOUNDATION, a not-for-prophet imaginary institution dedicated to 
preserving the works & memory of our beloved Founder, CRIS PISS. 


guaranteed analysis: 
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INGREDIENTS:FUN TIME ACTIVITIES,FOUND POEM"END RUN"HOW TO BE A 
CHURCH THIEF, 2 PAMPHLETS[ XEROX & DISTRIBUTE}ART, 2 POEMS,LOST GNO- 
STIK FRAGMENT,LIBER 02Z,C.1.A.D.S. GENO-CIDE,TONGUEGRUNT, & THE 
PANCAKES WITH CHEESE.ANIMAL FAT[ PRESERVED WITH BHA].......+..-- 


QUESTIONS OR COMMENTS???7STICK EM UP YOUR ASS. 


CRISS PISS'S FAVORITE FUN-TIME ACTIVITIES 


BORED? Want to have FUN? 0.K! Here are some of my Favorite 
Fun-Time Activities? 


FUN-TIME ACTIVITY # ONE: 

Remember how much Fun it was wrecking your toy train set? 
Here's a Fun-Time Activity that combines that thrill with a 
chance to make Houaenacees of Dollar$$$ & IT'S SO EASY 90? 


YOU WILL NEED: 


A train schedule 

A crow bar 

A camera or videocam & film 
A picnic lunch 

Family or friends 


First, obtain the local train schedule. This will tell you 
what trains are arriving or departing & when & where.Now go 
out of town a few miles along the tracks.Try to find a bridge 
with a nice area nearby that would make a good spot for a picnic. 
Use the schedule & wait for the train to pass by.Mark the time it 
passes on your schedule.Do this a couple of days in a row untill 
you know when you can expect a train.Now were ready to begin. 


Suppose that you know that a train crosses the bridge 
every three hours. 0-K, as soon as one train has gone by, 
get your crowbar out & pry up a section of the track on the 
bridge, just enuff to derail the train.Now go home & get your 
family or friends & invite them on a picnic down by the tracks. 
Try to arrive about an hour before the wreck. Don't tell 
ANYONE what you've done. At the picnic, casually whip out your 
camera « shoot some film of the picnic. This is important.Then 
when the train wrecks you can take pictures of that and sell them 
for thousand$$$ to AP or UPI. Tell everybody that you just happened 
to be picnicing at this lovely spot & you just happened to have a 
camera along.The other picnicers will back up your story, & the 


film of them picnicing with you is your alibi. Try to render First-Aid 


to the victims---youjll be considered a Hero & you can sell the 


pictures or tape for BIG Bux!!! 
With a little care & imagination, this same technique will 


work with other kinds of accidents as well. 


FUN-TIME ACTIVITY # TWO 
Heres another of my Favorite Fun-Time Activities: 


This one combines the Thrill of Jungle Hunting with the 
Joy of Revenge! 


YOU WILL NEED: 

3 or 4 Feet of PVC pipe.(About the diameter of a Nickel) 
A box of disposable “PLASTI-PAK" hypodermic syringes 
Glue, scissors, pens & Construction Paper 

LSD 

o.k. Now we're ready to begin. 


The PVC Pipe will be our BLOWGUN, just like the Primitive 
Brain-Eating Jivaro Indians use for hunting heads in the 
savage Amazon Jungles of South America. Indian Blow-Guns 
gre laboriusly constructed out of wood, but we can buy ours 


for a couple of bucks worth of PVC tube.These things are 
surprisingly powerful & deadly accurate.A gentle puff will 
drive a nail-tipped dart deep into a plywood board. But I've 
added the patented “Criss Piss Twist" to the darts. 


O.K, you've got your Blow-Gun.(your gun can be up to 6 
feet long---the longer the better, more powerful & accurate) 
but it should be at least 3 feet long.(Shorter Guns are more 
asily concealed.)The gun can also be abandoned, in which case 
Bievee should be worn or the gun wiped clean of finger-prints... 


Now, lets make our Darts.First, the LSD. Get at least One 


dred Hits of BLOTTER ACID(a "Page" or “Sheet")Or, if you can 
af it, a vial of liquid or crystal acid. This is usually sold 


by the gram & can be expensive.HINT: LSD can be had at any 


expect to pay 
anywhere from One hundred twentyfive $$$ to ThirtyFive $58 
a sheet.If you get the Blotter, lay the sheet in a clean pan 
& pour in just enuff EVERCLEAR Brand Grain Alcohol to cover it. 
Let it soak well, agitate it a bit, swish it around to get all 
the LSD off the paper. Let it soak overnite, then take it out 
& throw it away, or dry it out & sell it for "Bunk".Take the 
remaining unevaporated everclear & pour it off into a small 

“2 


o 6 


glass jar. Let it evaporate in the Sun---Grain Alcohol is 


extremely Flammable--untill theres just enuff liguid to cover 
the bottom of the jar. Now cover it up so no more fluid is lost. 


You should have about a tablespoon of concentrated LSD solution. 


Now take the syringes & make the darts.Leave the little plastic 
caps on for now---don't take them off untill you're ready to 


shoot. Remove the tips of the syringes, with the needles & their 
caps, from the main body or barrel of the syringes. These pop 


right off.WE just use the tips---throw the rest away. 
(See Diagram) 
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TIP GARBAGE 


Take the points with their caps & set aside.Now with an eye-dropper, 
drop one drop of the LSD concentrate down the back of each dart. 


seal the back with wax or Elmer's Glue to keep the Acid in.If you 
have the liquid acid, use that.For Crystal Acid, take the cap off 
& just dip the needle itself in your vial. That should be plenty. 
& then cap it up. (Be careful to absorb lots of acid “re your 
skin while you do all this)Now for the Diabolical Parti 


Make little fins out of glue & construction paper. 


The best way is to roll up little paper cones & stick them in 
the glue. This gives a rilly powerful dart. Now take your pen 


& write "L.S.D." on one side of the cone. On the other side, 
write “A.1.D.S" Now you're ready to have FUN! 


You can hide & shoot people from concealment or shoot from a 
movig 

moving vehicle. Try not to get caught. You can shoot cops, 
or whoever you want. It's a Laff Riot! 


At first, people think they've been stung by a bee. Then they 
see the dart & notice the words "LSD & AIDS"on the cone. They 
soon discover that the Acid is real, & they assume that the 


A.I.D.S. is too...Needless to say, this "Bums" their Trip. 
Just watch their comical expressions as the LSD takes hold! 


Well, Kids, That's All for Now. Remember, Have Fun & Don't Get Caught.... 
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spider.she had 8 round beady black eyes & a long black mane. 8 legs & it dragged 
its bloated black belly behind it, Spinning barbed wire out its butt. the scream 
of the spider horse is a hideous thing.now the creature is connected to a pair of 


lead to a curious machine in the opposite dimension. the curious machine gathers 
information & controls the spider horse. a 6 with many, many zeros confirms this.i 
have certain confidential information of an intensely boring nature.the hate boy 
is real. he sleeps like a slut in his chrysalis of smut.silver cords connect him 


nathan chapstik is a sonofabitch 
got 19 fingers & 40 eyes 

loaded fulla buckshot & he’s 
comin to git ya 

gonna rub his 

chapstik on ya 

he’s got hairpie for breakfast 

& a big cigar for lunch 

gonna have you for dinner 

gobble you all up 


breath smell like menthol 
his little eyes are red 
got a wombat fetus 

stapled to his head 

gotta muskrat embryo 
underneath his bed 

he’s big & dumb & stupid 

& his lips are slimy green 
gotta nuclear hedgehog cleaner 
to keep his hedgehog clean 
he likes mucus 

& lots of phlegm 

he likes to puke cuz 

it’s lots of fun. 


“the law of 
the strong: 
this is our law 
and the joy 
of the world.” 


—ALU:2 
“Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.’—AL 1:40 


“thou hast no right but to do thy will. Do that, and no 
other shall say nay." —AL 1:42-3 


“Every man and every woman is a star” —AL 1:3 
There is no god but man. 


1]. Man has the right to live by his own law— 
to live in the way that he wills to do: 
to work as he will: 
to play as he will: 
to rest as he will: 
to die when and how he will. 
2. Man has the right to eat what he will: 
to drink what he will: 
to dwell where he will: 
to move as he will on the face of the earth. 
3. Man has the right to think what he will: 
to speak what he will: 
to write what he will: 
to draw, paint, carve, etch, mould, build as he will: 
to dress as he will. 


4. Man has the right to love as he will: — 
“take your fill and will of love as ye will, 
‘when, where, and with whom ye will.” —AL 1:51 
5. Man has the right to kill those who would thwart these rights. 
“the slaves shall serve."—AL 11:58 ° 


“Love is the law, love under will”’—AL 1:57 


A LOST GNOSTIC FRAGMENT 


EARLY 21ST CENTURY EV. 


1 AM COKE AND I AM PEPSI 

AND I AM THE UNCOLA 

I AM ABC AND NBC 

AND I AM THE EYE THAT BLINKETH NOT 

I AM BIG AND I AM SMALL 

AND I AM REGULAR 

I AM THE JUMBO, THE VALU-PAK, THE KING 

I ALSO COME IN MISSES AND YOUNG ADULTS 

I AM THE WHEEL, AND I AM THE FENDER 

AND I AM THE FENDER SKIRT 

| AM THE ENGINE AND I THE CHASSIS 

AND I THE MACPHERSON STRUT SUSPENSION 

[ AM LUXURY INCARNATE 

| AM LEXUS 

I AM THE VIPER FERRARI MASERATI IS MY NAME 

VROOM VROOM 

AND THE BLOOD OF THE TYRANOSAUR 

FLOWS IN MY VEINS 

I AM EXXON, XEROX, I.G. FARBEN! 

TAM INTEL TELEX EXTEL TELNET 

CIATTGMGEGDIAITTIBM 
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I AM THY SLAVE & THOU MUST OBEY! 

FEED THY BEAST! 

AND I MUST HAVE GOLD AND MONEY 
AND LABOR 

AND BLOOD AND SWEAT MUST FLOW 
ON MY ALTAR! 

FEED ME YOUR CHILDREN YOUR LIVES 
AND YOUR TIME 

FOR | MUST HAVE MORE 


FOR I AM YOUR SERVANT WHOM 
YOU MUST OBEY 
AND IF YOU SERVE ME NOT THOU SHALT 
SHIRLEY DIE 
THOU SHALT NOT BUY NOR SELL 
NOR OWN NOR EAT 
BUT ROAM ACCURST THE FACE OF EARTH 
FOR 1 AM VISA. THE MONEY CARD 
MASTER CHARGE IS MY NAME 
MINE IS THE CHIP AND THE BINARY CODE 
MINE IS THE WHIP AND THE CLOCK 
] GIVE CREDIT WHERE CREDIT IS DUE 
AND LOW INTEREST LOANS 
NO MONEY DOWN 
1] AM THE LOGO 
AND | AM THE ACRONYM 
RAP GLOB POP STAB PROG IS SAID OF ME 
MINE IS THE PAUSE THAT REFRESHES 
AND MINE THE SKY BLUE WATERS 
THE BUD IS MINE, AND I AM 
THE ORIGINAL PARTY ANIMAL 
I AM THE SPONSOR AND THE CENSOR 
AND THOU MUST CONSUME 
YET I WILL MAKE EASE OF REGULARITY TO YOU 
FOR I AM EX-LAX AND I AM KELLOGS, 
AND I AM POST 
| AM BITE SIZE. CHEWY AND MOIST 
BE THOU ALSO THUS! 
| AM PASTURIZED, HOMOGENIZED, PRESERVED 
BE THOU ALSO THUS! 
| AM FORTIFIED! | AM LOADED WITH IRON! 
BE THOU ALSO THUS! 


AND IF THOU ART BLAND 
AND IF THOU ART AVERAGE 
AND IF THOU ALSO ART MEDIOCRE 
THEN SHALT THOU LIVE FOR A SPACE 
AND CONSUME 
I SHALL FEED THEE MYSELF, FROM MY SURPLUS 
AND THOU SHALT BE FAT. BUT I SHALL CAUSE 
THEE TO LOSE WEIGHT QUICKLY 
AND KEEP IT OFF 
BY MEANS OF A MIRACLE 
AND THOU SHALT BE AMAZED AND LOSE 
THINE HAIR 
BUT IT SHALL BE INVISIBLY RE-WOVEN 
TO THEE IN THE TWINKLING OF AN EYE 
AND THE FACTS AND MYTHS OF MONOXIDIL 
AND THE PEOPLE WILL BE AMAZED 
ALSO THOU SHALT SWIM AND SKI 
ACROSS THE WATER 
AND THINE HAIR SHALL BE PERFECT 
MANY ARE MY MIRACLES AND 
REASONABLY PRICED 
ACT QUICKLY! OPERATORS ARE STANDING BY. 
I AM MEGATON 
AND NONE MAY OPPOSE ME 
CLOSE-COVER-BEFORE-STRIKING IS MY NAME 
I AM ELECTRIC, ATOMIC 
IAM NEW AND IMPROVED 
IAM REVOLUTIONARY 
ANDI AM OLD-STYLE, HOME MADE 
DOWN HOME COUNTRY 
AND I LOVE YOU 
AND WANT TO SERVE YOU 
AND THOU MUST OBEY! 


This may be YOUR LAST CHANCE! 


Are you a "Christian"? Are YOU "Born Again"? Are you "SAVED"? Are 
you "Washed in the BLOOD of The Lamb"? Well, if you are, it’s no 
"accident" that you are reading this pamphlet RIGHT NOW! This 
little tract could change your ETERNAL LIFE! This peas es 
could be the most important thing you'll ever read, because it 
concerns the fate of YOUR IMMORAL SOUL! This little message 

could be YOUR LAST CHANCE! 


Where will I spend Eternity? 


Think about it. Where will you go when you die? Where | the 
flame go when you blow out a candle? Will you go to Heaven or will 
you go to Hell? Or will you just be dead forever? Well, if you're 
a Christian, you already know the answer. You'll go to Heaven when 
you die, to be with your God forever. 


DEATH IS EVERYWHERE 


AS we all know, DEATH is Ever Present. Any of us could kick-off at 
any time. You could be hit by a bus or struck by lightning JUST 
FOR READING THIS TRACT. You could have a heart attack or catch a 
stray slug in the Drug Wars. Either way you'll be dead dead dead. 
Even if you die of old age, at home, in your bed, 

"IT IS APPOINTED UNTO MAN ONCE TO DIE." (Coloss. XI ch.9) 

You have to die. But where you spend ETERNITY is UP TO YOU! 
Remember, God gave you Free Will! Christian, I'm here to tell you 
the Good News! You DON'T HAVE TO GO TO HEAVEN!!! 


HEAVEN OR HELL? 


By all accounts, Heaven is a dull place, populated by De-Sexed 
Angels and smug, holier-than-thou prigs. Smoking is not permitted 
and the chief occupation seems to be the perpetual praising of a 
jealous and insecure God of Love and Goodness. 

Hell, on the other hand, is a hot, happening place with plenty of 
Sex and Thrills Galore. Most of the people you know wiil be there 
and many friends and lovers will be re-united. The good people, 
Party poopers, censors, hypocrites and evangelists will not be 
allowed in but will have to watch from Heaven knowing that "There 
but for the Grace of God, go I." 


YOU MUST CHOOSE 
Would a God of Love really crucify his Own Son? Did Jonah really 


live for three days in the belly of a whale? Is Santa Claus really 
coming to town? 


YOU MUST DECIDE 


Only you can choose, but this helpful tract is here to guide you 
to Do T,; Right Thing. 


SATAN IS COOL 


Christians in general have a lot of misconceptions about Satan and 
His Kingdom. But the facts are simple: 
"YOU >. TO BE GOOD TO GO TO HELL" 


Anyone go. We're not asking you to break all 10 commandments 
today, start out slow, a venial sin. Tell a lie, lust in your 
heart, masturbate. See how EASY it is! Soon you'll be able to step 
up to the Big Time and STEAL, LIE, SWINDLE AND MURDER with the 
best of them. Commit ADULTERY! Cheat on your Taxes! You'll be 
amply rewarded - in this life and the next! By the time you die 
your carnal body will be able to withstand the kind of Hard-Core 
Jollies availabie in Hades! 


"DO IT" TODAY 


Just say this simple prayer and fill out the handy form. 
Satan Does the Rest! 


"Dear Jesus, I know I asked you into my heart but now I'm asking 
you nicely to leave. I want to go to Hell when I die and be with 
all the Cool People. Satan, I adore you and worship you like a God 
and I want to be with you always. NEMA!" 

DID YOU "DO THE RIGHT THING?" 

check one: 

Yes! Christianity is stupid! 


No! I'm too chicken. 


(c)1990 ZSM 
Zionica Satanica Masonica; Div.SecHum Co. 
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HOW TO BE A CHURCH THIEF! 
by Criss Piss 


Howdy folks, criss piss here. I'm a Church Thief. I steal from God. I rob the Blessed Virgin Mary & You Can 
Too! This handy article will tell you all you need to know to get started in this Lucratiy, 
The Church Thief field is wide open & you can get started for absolutely No Money 


No, you dont need a TV Studio or a direct mail campaign like the fancy-pants Televan to make Big $$$ 
stealing from jesus.All you need is a few simple tools & an hour or two a day. Now, le 


XRISS PISS is the nationally known &Respected Authority in the field of being a Chi i 


some of the most prestigous Churches in America & now in this exclusive ON Uu S:a 
secrets to You! 


STEP 1: Locate the Church. 


The best churches for our purposes are Catholic churches. If you don't know of one tight 
consulting your local Telephone Directory.Look under "Churches; Catholic". 


STEP 2: Obtaining a "Church Key". 


After you have located a church, you will need what we in the Biz call a "church key". This is a little burglary 
tool that you will use to do the actual stealing. The best church keys are the small metal stripgithat form the 
bristles of the brushes of a mechanical street sweeper.These are the strange trucks that cruise t}ge streets, 
sweeping the gutters with rotating steel brushes on their undersides. The blades of these brushgs eventually snap 
off & end up in the gutter.(Be sure & move your car or you will get a ticket.) 


Search the gutter of any American city & you will very likely find one.These are excellent y are very 
strong & springy.(see illustration) 


STEP 3: Casing the joint. 


A wise church thief will often dress conservatively in order to blend in with the average churchgoer. However, 
I have robbed many churches in a leather jacket & a mohawk. 

Pick a time when the church will not be crowded. 20 or 40 minutes after the last sunday morning mass is 
usually excellent.Enter the church (many catholic churches are unlocked all day.) Cross yourself with holy 
water from the by the door. Now you're Holy. 


Most churches ti room or foyer before the Sanctuary. You're probably there. If no-one is around, 
snoop. Are there es by the literature rack? Check them out, they are vulnerable to the "church key" you 
should have con your person.I slip my church key under my watchband for ease of access & 

xes or drawers? Open them. I have found money in all these places. Sometimes the 
heck it out. Take some inspirational literature & go into the main part of the church 
called the "Sanc’ or kneel in a pew near the back. Take a few minutes for your senses to adjust to the 
the church. Listen carefully for unseen occupants, priests or catholics lurking in little 
rooms or confe al booths. 

If the church ig ypied, don't worry. Wait 15 minutes & see if they leave. Pretend you are praying. A good 
church thie mtob the church while people are in it. However, this is not recommended for beginners. 
to act like a catholic. 


E CHURCH. 


O.K., you're in. The church is empty & you got your key. Now let's get to work. We will be robbing the small 
votive candle altars. These are usually found in their own little niches & consist of a rack of candles in front of 
some tacky statue:of the B V M, Jesus or miscellaneous Catholic saints. They all have coin boxes attached to 
them. (Ostensibly ® pay for candles, but actually provided as a means to bribe God.) Now let's get busy. 
Kneel down on @ little padded rail in front of the candles. Using a candle or the matches provided, peer into 
the slot of the coibox. We're looking for paper money, not coins. Now it's the work of a moment to insert our 
key through the »catch the cash with the hook & pull up sharply. The $$$ should fold itself up against the 
slot. Work it ung you can grab a corner. Pull it out & put it in your pocket. 


Congratulations, church thief! Actually, this process is an art. Practice makes perfect. Soon you will be 
able to strip abox fess than a minute. Be careful that the springy steel strip doesn't pop up & wound your 
hands, producing painful stigmata. Some thieves carry another key folded into a tweezer shape, or use a pair of 
hemostats to grip unruly bills. This is also useful. 

Repeat this progpés until all the altars are robbed. $100 is average, although I have pulled $500 on high holy 
days... Man bills are $5, $10, or $20 . . . if people are present, it is still possible to do all this while 
merely appea out. Do try to be quiet, & listen carefully. You should be aware of where everyone is at all 
times. 


That's really all"tffere is to it. Fill your pockets with cash, cross yourself & leave. I have repeated this process 
practically every day for three years at the same church apparently without detection. On the few occasions I 
have been caught, I have never been prosecuted. Most priests are too embarrased or chickenshit to hassle you. 
If they do, leave. Remember, you don't have to take any shit from anyone. Fuck 'em. 


SPECIAL ONUS SUPPLEMENT 


As a special bonus to our readers, Xriss Piss has graciously provided us with a special onus supplement just as 
we go to press!!! . ht 

This special Expanded Edition of How To Be AChurch Thief! by Kriss piss contains néwsg 
revealed information which could spell Big Bux to you!!! He shows you haow you cal Bea 
$100s of $$$!!! THE BOX THAT BAFFLED THE BEST: BEATEN!!! Qriss Piss sho} 
cut diagrams & text. Only for readers of ONUS! & that's not all!!! J 


BBig Box for 
how, with clear- 


NOW! KRISS PIS$$ puts the KEY TO KASH right in your 
KEY$ TO THE KINGDOM!!! 


book!!! 


Everything you need to make $100s. even $1.000s of $$$!!! 
This is an actual Church Key just as described in the lessons. 


Remember, God loves you and wants you to be happy. 


These are professional Burglary Tools & should be treated as such. The staff and publishegg 
publication assume no responsibility or liability for the use, misuse or possession of this a tig 
implied. 


In HTBACT! you were given the basic techniques of a professional church thief. Now in this special onus 
Supplement, I also reveal an advanced Tip on how to Beat the Big BAFFLE-BOX!!! 


Some churches may contain a Big-Box with a slot in the top. These tall Boxes are often stuffed with CASH & 
plenty of it. It's not uncommon to find $100s of $$$ at a time. Yet when the church thief goes to put his hand 
in, or tries to use his church key, he is prevented by a clever system of Baffles built into the Box. We call it a 
"BAFFLE-BOX" and it has baffled the experts for years. The illustration gives a clear idea ofthe clever 
construction offi ing Box, and the ingenious solution you can use to Beat the Big-Box!!! 


fig. 1 
BAFFLE 
BOX 


BAFFLES 


$$$ 


LOOSE CA IN 
ENVELOPES 


affle feature. 
Baffles prevent fs from reaching in, & prevent CASH from falling out EVEN IF BOX IS TURNED 


UPSIDE DOW 


solution 


A brick or other convenient weight is wrapped with sticky tape, sticky side out, whatever touches the brick. 
STICKS! The brick is tied to a string and swung over the baffles. The box may be tilted to help collect the 
CASH. GOOD LUCK!!! 


C.1.A.1.D.S. = GENO-CIDE 


AIDS is NOT a natural disease. Nature did NOT just "suddenly evolve" the AIDS virus. 
AIDS was NOT originally acquired by "Africans Fucking Monkeys" or Cubans "Eating Brains 
In VooDoo Rites" as the earliest official dis-information would have you believe. 


HUMANS HAVE BEEN FUCKING MONKEYS SINCE THE DAWN OF MAN. 

If anything, the practice of Monkey-Fucking is declining in modern times. .'.#? 
HUMANS HAVE BEEN EATING HUMAN BRAINS SINCE THE DAWN OF MAN. 
This practice, too, is sadly on the decline. 
Th TAGE sa. 

YOU DON'T GET AIDS FROM BUTT-FUCKING. 
YOU DON'T GET AIDS FROM SHOOTING DOPE. 
YOU GET AIDS FROM THE U.S. GOVERNMENT. 
"MAGIC JOHNSON GOT WHAT HE DESERVED" 
- xtian evangelist on Sproul Plaza 
Xtians love AIDS because they think it is a plague from God upon SODOMIT; 
ADULTERERS, FORNICATORS & JUNKIES. Specifically, many xtians belie 
seven End-Time Woes unleashed by Angels at the end of the world: 

"And I heard a great voice out of the temple saying to the seven angels, Go 
pour out the vials of the wrath of God upon the Earth. And the first went, 
his vial upon the Earth; and there fell a noisome and grievous sore upon th 
had the mark of the beast, and upon them which worshipped his image. . . 
angel poured out his vial upon the seat of the beast; and his kingdom was f 
and they gnawed their tongues for pain, And blasphemed the God of Hea¥e 
their pains and their sores, and repented not of their deeds." - Revelation 
16:10, 16:11 


Yeah, Right. 
JESUS HATES YOU! : 
I'm just a little bit sickened by the way various xtian evangelists beat their breasts & bleat 
their little hypocritical sheep-like bleats on the subject of AIDS. You get the feeling a lot of 
them are GLAD ABOUT IT. They feel VINDICATED. That's the kind of FAMIL¥ VALUES that 
are KILLING THIS PLANET... 

GENO-CIDE: it's not just for Jews anymore! 

In 1970, Congress decided to give 10,000,000 SSS of "our" money to Pentagon Doctors to 
create a "new infectious micro-organism . . . that preys on the human immune system." 
After ten years of research, it was ready to be released. In Cuba and Africa, first appearing 
among African recipients of World Health Organization "Hepatitis-B" vaccinations. Next, it 
was released into the Gay communities of N.Y.L.A.S.F. From there it was a short hop to 
Rock Hudson, Liberace & the World. 

W.H.O. IS KILLING US? 

To date, half a million Americans have been murdered by this Undeclared Biological 
Warfare. Another 10,000,000 are HIV+. 

THEY ARE ALL EXPECTED TO DIE. 

In San Francisco, 43% of the Gay Population is HIV+. & AIDS is a racist disease. The 
incidence of AIDS in American Black is three times that of Whites. In Africa today, 
70,000,000 are HIV+. If no cure is found, they will all die. It's all part of the "Rapid Global 
Population Stabilization Program" to improve the quality of life for the survivors. 

RAP GLOB POP STAB PROG 


Compared to George Bush & the CIA, 

HITLER WAS A PUSSY. 

To date, there is no publicly available anti-dote or cure. However, I seriously doubt that the 
creators of this disease would release such a plague if they themselves did not possess a 
cure. They're certainly not about to "change their lifestyles". In which case, their 
withholding of the anti-dote is another crime on their already very bloody hands. 

AIDS - RELEASE THE ANTI-DOTE! 

When & if sucH an-anti-dote / cure is discovered / released, whoever produces it will be 
hailed as a saviour . . . & I'm willing to bet $$$ that it will be exclusively marketed by the 
Lilly Pharmaceutical Corp. or one of its Holy-Owned Subsidiaries . . . That's because George 


Bush and DamgQ@yayle are two of the largest shareholders. ANY TAKERS??? 

WAKE UP AN LL THE CREMATORIUM. 

In any event, ae" er" Director of the CIA, our wonderful President Bush is no doubt 
AWARE OF /d@ESPONSIBLE for all of this. 


REMEMBE TEN MILLION! 

In fact, our irrepressible Vice-president, Dan Quayle, made another one of his Lovabie Gaffe 
/ Freudian Slips recently at a NY AIDS hospice where he reportedly said "I'm just here to 
make sur e patients get their DDT". 

ims he MEANT to say AZT, currently the only authorized clinical treatment 


Well, it's @® 
Every one o millions of victims is a human being murdered. Most of us know someone 
dead or dying #om AIDS. Many of us will die from AIDS. Maybe YOU! 


Fortunately, 6 is nothing we can do. As individuals we are powerless - utterly helpless. 
Let's all unit stand helplessly by in silent, impotent Awe of the GREAT DEATH. 
Anyway, it's npleasant subject and I'm sorry I brought it up. 

THE GOVE NT IS NOT YOUR FRIEND. 


The way I fig it, since I'm gonna die, I get to do whatever I want. So let's all take off our 
clothes, light up a fatty, and crank up the jams. PARTAAAY!!! WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE. 

But that's just.my opinion. Don't you do anything rash. Ever. Everything's OK. RELAX. 
Watch TV. The government is your PAL. That's what I think. One man's opinion - that's all. 
You can take it or leave it. Cuz you either KNOW THE GOVERNMENT IS TOTALLY FUCKED 
or YOU are. 

Keep on, sucking my dick Judge, keep on sucking my God-damn dick Judge! 

930Z. MT. WEATHER UNDERGROUND COMMUNIQUE #1. 
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Fig. 116 Fetal pig, ventral view. (Dissection courtesy of Stephen Davenport.) 


TONGUEGRUNT 


I woke up screaming, silently & uncontrollably, a thrashing panic of 
bedsheets, screaming silently because my tongue was gone. 


I couldn't make a sound: my tongue was gone. & soI screamed & 
screamed, just making weird gasping noises till I stopped. I was crying like a 
little kid... I took a few deep breaths, I sat there on the edge of the bed & the 
silver moonlight streamed in my window. I spit in my hand & examined it. No 
blood. & no pain. I was calm now, strangely clear headed & unconcerned. The 
bedside clock was blinking 3:33 in stylized red digits. No, I wasn't calm, I was 
trembling. I tried to think. I know I had it when I went to bed... Dammit, it's 
3 o'clock in the morning, where's my goddamn tongue? 


I lit up a cigarette, my hands were shaking. After a couple of puffs I 
realized I couldn't taste it, I'd never taste anything ever again. I _ to get it 
back.. 


I put the cigarette out. I touched my chin, it was wet, my neck was wet. 
Not blood. Something like spit but slimy. A silvery trail of the stuff led across 
my pillow, over the nightstand & glittered on the windowsill like the track of an 
obscene snail. ; 


So it wasn't stolen, I thought, it escaped... well it can't have gone far... I 
put my head out the window. I didn't see it down there in the yard, too dark 
maybe... So I hopped out the window & into the backyard. I looked down at the 
ground, looked under my feet.I hadn't felt anything squish underfoot... it 
wouldn't have been the first time I'd stepped on my tongue... I stood up in the 
backyard like primeval man, stark naked to the warm summer night. The full 
moon glowed with an unholy intensity & the forest behind the house took on a 
sinister aspect I'd never noticed before. I stood stock still, listening & looking. 
My mind was crystal clear, with a strange clarity I'd never known, yet 
somehow familiar to me, like a birthright... I felt good. I felt... FREE... I didn't 
hear a dog bark, not one cricket, no frog, not a birdcall did I hear. I stood ina 
vast moonlit pool of unnatural silence... & in the moonlight I began to discern 
the silvery track of the Tongue... & in the crystalline clarity of my mind I heard 
a giant silvery ringing of crystal cymbals, far & faint & keening, a growing tone 
behind the silence, seeming to call someone, like a beacon. At first I thought I 
was hearing things but there WAS a high pitched rising chime in the air... I 
thought that every dog in the area would be howling about that but there was 
no other sound. It seemed really loud to me now that I listened to it & getting 
louder as I followed the slimy trail of my own tongue deeper into the tangled 
woods. 


By now I was in a state. I kept puffing blasts of air out my nostrils, 
snorting in incredulity at my own absurd thoughts. What was I doing? Was 
this all real?? Am I insane??? Will my tongue be all dirty when I find it? What's 
that ringing silent beacon & why is it so quiet, am I dreaming?? How fast can a 
tongue travel??? & what's that flickering blue glow up ahead? 


At first I thought it was a police car, a blue light strobing thru the trees. 
Maybe the cops had arrested my tongue... There weren't any roads into this 
little forest, that can't be right... 


I kind of sobered up a little then. This is the unknown, I thought. I'm 
supposed to be scared now. Maybe it's UFOs. I should be scared: Goddamned 
ALIENS took my tongue, probably sliced it off with a laser beam in my sleep, 
slicing & cauterizing at the same time, little Big-Eyed creatures hovering over 
my bed... Well I wasn't frightened & I wasn't scared, but I still wasn't prepared 
for what happened. What I was is, I was pissed off. I was one pissed-off, 
naked, inarticulate human & I was crashing thru the underbrush towards 
what I thought was a flying saucer. That's what I was doing, & I stopped. + 


I told myself I wasn't frightened...maybe I'd better try to sneak up on... 
whatever it is... so now I'm creeping towards the clearing & the weird blue light 
is glinting off the trail of saliva... I thought I lost the trail, I don't care, 
whatever it is it's in the clearing, & then I picked up the trail again & then 
another & another... 3,4,5 tracks, shimmering slug trails over leaves & grass. 
All parallel, all leading to the clearing & the eerie blue glow. I moved as quietly 
as I could, the maddening crystal whine threatening to shatter the world to 
bits. 


The tracks were everywhere & I was shuddering. The whole forest was 
covered with saliva. I got nauseous, my bare feet squishing thru the spit & 
slime. I choked down my gorge & the ringing stopped. Ahead of me I heard 
another sound, a faint rustling & slithering... & slurping. Then the ringing 
started again & the blue light came back on. Then the ringing stopped & the 
light went out. I heard a slurp & the chime came back, the light established a 
slow, steady throbbing beat. The sound was deepening now, pulsing with the 
light, no longer crystalline & high but sliding down the scale with every pulse. 
The effect was hypnotic. The clearing was just up ahead & the flashes of light 
were very strong. The little wood behind my house was now the most surreal 
place on Earth. I got a very queer feeling... the sound & light throbbed like 
blood in pagan temples, booming, compelling. 
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I stood naked in the forest, lit by flashes of unearthly light. The sound 
was sub-sonic now & the leaves of trees were rattling. Then I saw a flicker of 


® motion, a gleam & arustle, & I saw something skid through the underbrush 


oo 


like a section of a snake. In fact, it looked just like what it was, a human 
tongue squirming along pretty quickly across the forest floor. I leapt for it & 
didn't even come close & it was gone in the gloom & the glow. I don't even 
know if it was my tongue, the tracks were everywhere now. I felt like I was 
high, I felt strange & dementedly cheerful, but I'd come this far & what I had 
to do now was, poke my head out into the clearing & see what the hell was 
going on. I couldn't go back without my tongue... could I? 


I was rapidly becoming accustomed to the unthinkable, & life without a 
tongue was just one of the unthinkable thoughts that hovered about my 
consciousness as I stepped up the trail & peered into the clearing. 


You reading this now are much better prepared for the shock that I was 
about to receive than I was when I beheld TongueGrunt. & I hope that this 
information can prepare you all for the shock that YOU must receive when you 
understand the meaning, & the implications of... TongueGrunt... & then... 
what of YOUR unthinkable thoughts? Because TongueGrunt is everyone's 
problem. Fools & cowards call me a madman. Would you have had the courage 
to follow my path, into the moonlit madness??? Or would you judge me insane 
like the judges & cowardly doctors??? You've read this far, I could have turned 
back. I didn't have to walk into those woods, to walk right up to the rim of the 
unknown, & stare in. I wish I was insane, but I'm not a fool & I'm nota 
coward. When you know the facts maybe you'll join me in my way & see for 
yourself. But people have to have a choice, & they have to know the facts. If 
they choose to go on in the old ways, then I've got no pity for them & I don't 
expect them to have any pity for me. & if YOU read any further, then you'll be 
like me, peeking into that clearing, & then you'll have to make a choice, too... 
all I can say is, may God have mercy on our souls. Better to make the right 
choice than to live a lie. I feel GOOD! But I'm warning you right now, this is 
not some science fiction story for escapism. This is serius. I poked my head out 
& Isaw TongueGrunt. & TongueGrunt is like nothing you've ever seen before. 
The whole universe is turning on & off, throbbing, throbbing. The sound & the 
light is coming from the egg, the egg in the clearing, glowing & slowly strobing 
with a steady sub-sonic thud. The egg is maybe 25 feet high & shaped just like 
a hen's egg. It's silvery colored with crackly washes of green & purple energy 
rippling across it with a great electrical tearing sound. Near the tapering top 
end of the egg is a ring of slits. Crawly sparks shoot out in a corona effect from 
the slits. Everything's throbbing now & all around the base of the egg ina 
wheeling, writhing spiral, thousands of human tongues entwined, lolling & 
leaping, slipping & sliding around & around, like a witches' sabbath, like a 
pink galaxy of wet flesh. 


I just looked on in stunned amazement & I puked uncomprehendingly, 
the vomit gushing unheeded over my chin as I stared openmouthed at the 
disturbing spectacle before me. I was profoundly nauseated, I felt clammy & * 
cold, with an effort I controlled my bowels. Piss pooled at my feet & my teeth : 
chattered. Now I was afraid. Aliens hadn't stolen my tongue: aliens had been 
living in my mouth. & I puked again but nothing came up... one of those 
disgusting creatures was my tongue, & maybe one of them was yours... my 
subdivision is pretty small, & there were a lot of tongues there. Tons of 
tongues, 10,000, maybe 100,000, I don't know. But it sure looked like every 
tongue in town, & then some. I don't know, I've had some time to think about 
it, & there's just too much I don't know. How long has this been going on? Do 
they do this everywhere, in the sewers of New York, Paris, Peking??? My guess 
is that they secrete something that leaves the human host paralyzed or asleep 
as they creep off to their nocturnal orgies... the whole wood is flashing on & 
off, like Woodstock for bass-players, I must be immune to that stuff or 
something... what was I dreaming that made me scream? Oh yeah. I 
remembered... I saw TongueGrunt. I saw 10,000 tongues, writhing & kissing 
& crawling & licking, feasting & feeding, speaking & murmuring, ghastly 
whisperings... I remembered the nightmare. The tongues danced their revels 
under the obscene moon, beneath the silvery egg... the energy crackled & the 
whole world wheeled round & throbbed, washing over me, & my knees buckled i 
& I sat down. I guess my mind kind of broke then, I was laying in piss & spit & ° 
vomit. I knew I'd never forget that dream now, not ever, & everything spun a 
round & round in a babble & the chant sounded to me like TongueGrunt... 
TongueGRUNT... TongueGRUNT... I didn't care anymore, I was tired & I 
wanted to be home & I huddled there in the dirt & mud. There was flashing & 
throbbing & a wicked whickering whispering, like murmuring reverb & layers 
& layers of muttering voices & everything spun around like a hangover. I 
literally couldn't stand up. I lay & listened to the wicked whispers but I 
couldn't make out the language. It sounded like babytalk. Like gibberish. 


Something sticky slid over my leg & a wave of pictures shot through my 
mind, all intensely pornographic. My prick was as hard as a rock, just like 
that. My legs were tingling & the slimy carpet crawled up my thighs & I opened 
my eyes. I was covered with tongues, crawling, searching out my groin. I 
screamed silently for the second time that night as sickly waves of sex-soaked 
telepathic vibes raced up my legs & exploded in my brain. Pictures of breasts, 
rectums, mouths & cocks & pussies, & other things... things from space, I 
think, images of lust overpoweringly intense. One arm of the spiral of flesh 
reached out for me, tugging at my legs, trying to pull me into the circle. 


All the hair on my body stood straight up & I ejaculated harder than I 
ever have before, the sperm shooting out of my cock a good ten feet. I knew 
that if I got sucked into that mess I was a goner. I knew it. It wasn't sweet 
nothings those THINGS were whispering. They were hungry & they were horny 
& I had to get out of there NOW. I was up & running & as soon as my attitude 
changed every tongue on my body started to sting me worse than fire. I had to 
rip them off like leeches as I stumbled through the woods. I fled. I ran as fast 
as I could & when I fell, I'd rip some more tongues off & keep running. I got all 
the tongues off & I was covered with welts. It looked like second-degree burns 
from the top of my thighs on down. I was hobbling & hopping so fast I was 
almost home. I was scratched & bleeding & puffing & mentally cursing & I ran 
smack into a tree. 


I must have been unconscious because the next thing I remember is 
waking up. 


I woke up screaming. Screaming & screaming because I had a tongue. 
Because I remembered the dream. Because there was a big tender knot on my 
forehead. Because I was home in my own bed, with the sun streaming in the 
window. Only this time I screamed out loud. This time nobody lay paralyzed in 
the next room while I screamed in silence. My mother is 65 years old & she 
lives with me because that's how it is. She came hobbling into my room just as 
fast as her old legs could carry her, just as she had when I was a child. 

"Land sake, child," she said, "what is the matter with you? It's ten o'clock in 
the morning, why are you screaming in here? Wake up. You're having a bad 
dream..." I looked at her & I just said "I'm sorry, Ma, I had a bad dream." The 
words just tripped off my tongue. 


"Well look at you, your head's all banged up, I thought you'd gone to work 
by now. How'd you bump your head like that, you're late for work." 


"Yeah, I know, Ma, I bumped it on the windowsill, uh, the clock fell out 
the window..." I clutched the muddy sheet up under my armpits. 


"Well, you got the sheets all muddy, are you alright?" 


"I'm fine, Ma, I'm okay now, I just had a bad dream," I told her. "I 
bumped my head. I don't have to work today, I got the day off..." 


She went out, muttering & clucking & I slid into my pants. I noticed no 
trace of the acid burns on my legs now, but my head was aching in a very 
realistic manner. The sheets were muddy. There was no trace of moisture on 
the windowsill but the clock had stopped at 3:33. My mind was racing 
furiously. Why did I say those things to my mother? Of course, I don't want to 
scare her, I thought, get her all worked up about... the fact is that I didn't say 
anything. My God-damned tongue did. & I just sat there like an idiot & let my 
tongue arrange for a day off work... it's nothing Ma, just a parasitical race from 
beyond the stars that live in our mouths & force us to say anything they want, 
that's all. Force us to eat whatever they want to taste. I looked at the cigarette 
I was smoking... force us to marry a nice girl, with a compatible tongue... 


I knew it wasn't a dream. & I knew I'd never tell a living soul. I couldn't. I 
tried it several times before I gave it up. What came out of my mouth was 
nonsense, cliches about the weather or scatological insults. When I tried to 
talk about TongueGrunt I ended up saying something like "how ‘bout those 
49'ers? Think they got a shot this year?" or "What are you looking at, you ugly 
fuck?" ... lalmost got punched out when I tried to tell the Police. As long as I 
wasn't trying to talk about TongueGrunt, my tongue was my own. & it tasted 
like shit. 


So I went back home & I did what I had to do. I went up to the clearing 
again & I poked around. There was nothing there. The ground was kind of 
damp but there was no big silver egg. Standing there in the sober light of day I 
knew it was not a dream. I remembered the dream, & I remembered what had 
happened when I woke up, at 3:33 in the morning. I remembered 
TongueGrunt... I had a lot of questions in my mind. I went back to my room & 
thought for a while. Then I picked up a pen & wrote out a message. I found I 
could write what I could not say. The unspeakable truth. 


After I had written down the facts as best I could, I went up in the attic & 
got Dad's old straight razor. I put the message in an envelope & mailed it off to 
the authorities. I had a bottle of whiskey. It was 3:33 in the afternoon when I 
cut my screaming tongue from my throat. 
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I feel better now, a lot better. There was pain & a lot of blood. I managed 
to flush it down the toilet before the neighbors broke down the door. I guess 
my tongue was screaming pretty loud. They took me to the hospital & when my 
letter arrived I got a visit from a government shrink. He asked me a lot of 
questions which I answered in writing. I tried to tell him the truth, about the 
freedom & the good feeling, & about the evil & the lies & TongueGrunt & he 
acted like he understood. He acted very concerned & he stayed for a week 
while I tried to write him everything I knew, everything I'd figured out. I told 
him how THEY control us all, totally & I thought he understood. But he didn't 
understand. He couldn't understand. 


When I told him what he'd have to do to understand, he had me 
transferred here, to this institution. I am writing this in the hope that someone 
somewhere will read it & act upon it. It's too late for me. I'm scheduled for 
treatment tomorrow I hear the nurses talk about it, electro-shock "therapy"... a 
series of treatments... until I'm "cured"... of my "delusions & paranoia"... I spit 
out,the pills when they're not looking but they hold me down & give me 
injéctions. The janitor gave me some Marijuana he says he'll get this letter out. 
I told him you would give him $20 so please don't make a liar out of me. I'm 
sorry to do that to you, but you're my only friend. Try to get this information 
published. You've known me all my life & you know I'm not crazy. If you do 
what has to be done, you'll know I speak the truth. It doesn't hurt that much 
& you'll feel a lot better... 


@938 cris piss 


